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talk to Mr. Wye! Popsy told me she knew a father and son
who lived with the same girl for years. She was his step-mother,
of course, and there used to be rows; but in the end, when
the father died, he left them all his money, and Popsy said
the girl wasn't so nice to him when the old man was gone as she
was before; and she never would marry him."
No-man couldn't help smiling at this. "But what would
your convent people have thought, Wizz?"
"I'm sure / don't know! Not the same as your old Greeks,
anyway!"
A flock of starlings swept down upon the edge of the field
at their side where there was some newly sprouting corn, and
then, disturbed by their advance, whirled away again, with a
confused chattering, the sunshine heavy on their swaying mass
of clumsy wings.
A man whose occupation it was impossible to guess, but
whose attire was neutral, his expression impenetrable, his tie
modest, his boots polished, his hands in his pockets, overtook
them at this juncture, walking with brisk steps, his eyes on the
road. No sooner had he passed them than'he began whistling,
in a faint flat monotone, a few bars from the familiar song.
"Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer, do! I'm half-crazy, all
for the love of you!"
No-man's arm fell incontinently to his side; and Wizzie could
see from the savage wrinkling of his profile, which seemed snar-
ling like a dog whose bone is taken away, that he could hardly
restrain his anger.	f
A dead rook with a look in its 3j£*as if it were thankful to be
dead, and^ its few^ ^igaming^feathers discoloured by dust,
offered itself, however, as^J^fmible distraction; and No-man,
stooping down, picked it up by its tail, muttered some gibberish
over it that she couldn't catch, and flung it into the young
green wheat. To her present mood, the neutral pedestrian,
with his half-hearted whistling, was a pleasing episode, while
her companion's fuss over those dusty bones struck her as a
most dreary affectation; but she could see that his face had
resumed its equanimity as he paused to let the impertinent
personage get ahead.
"What I mean is, Wizz," he went on. "Suppose you had
started an affair with my father, would it have weighed on
your mind when I told you who he was ?"

